CUPIDS 14 


' MASTERFPIECH 

| 
| OR, | | 
f ; The Free. School of Witty and 
| Dclighttul Complements. | 


BEING, 


He Art of Love Refined : and augmet 
ith divers new, pleaſant, and delight cou 
ments and diſcourſes of J ove. With ſundry 
fant and amorous Songs and Sonnets, As allo 
fies for Rings, Hand kerohiefs, Gloves, and 
things, tor benefit and dclight of young Mz 1 
Maids. With divers Aber preuy fancies ar 
taſies, full of Debg »he and variety of Wit. 
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when Hes carts Ea Handt united are,” 
What joy with Love then can c 


| Landon, Primed for Joln.ndrews, ar the Wh : 
ar the Upper end of the Old-Baily, 7 J 


Cupids Maſter-Piece. 
A brief Deſcription of tyue Love. 


> Rich delight, unvalued pleaſure 3 


coe to faithlels yowes perfideous, 
True Love is a knot Religious, 

Dead to the (ins that fliming riſe, 
Through beauries ſoul ſeducing eyes. 
Deaf to gold- inchantiug Witches, 

Loves for Vertue, not for riches, 

Such is true Loves boundleſs meaſute; 
True Love is a pretious tłeaſure. 

This is Love, and worth commending, 
Still beginning, never ending. 

Like a wily Net inſnarit g, 

Like a Round ſhuts up all ſquaring ; 

In and out, whole every Angle, 

More and more doth (till intangle. 

Keeps a meaſure ſtill in moving, 

And is never Light, but loving. 

Twining armes, exchanging kiſſes, 

Each pertaking others bliſles, 

Laughing, weeping, fill togecher, 

Bliſs in one, is mirth in eicher. 


Never breaking, ever bending, * 


This is Love; and worth commending. 


Rue Love is a preticus tteaſure, 


Mens harts like to a Maze intwinin 
y [wo firm minds in one combiningꝭ 
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Cupids Maſter- Piece. 


Inſtructions for Lever: 


eaching them, how to demean themſelves to- 
wards their Sweet hearts. 


Du muſt not accoſt them with a ſaug, as 
if you were lowſie : With, your Ladie, 
beet Wadte, oz moſt ſuper - excellent Ladie: 
ther muff you let your wozds come rumb- 
ng fozth, uſhered in with a god full month'd, 
, as J love vou: Wat you mult ſpeak ths 
zer-coming language of Love, J do not mean 
zeſe range Pedantick phzaſes, uſed by ſome 
Uants who (alm at wit but make themſelves 
ark aſſes by it) pꝛaiſe their Piſtrefſcs by the 
n, Pon, oz Stars; whilef the poz Girles 


Perfamers live at. But you muſt in fins 
| nels wozds, deliver pour true affection : pꝛaiſe 
dur Piltrels Ties, her Lip, her Chin, ber 
e, her Neck, ber Face, her Hand, ber 
dot, her Leg her Waſte, her every thing; 
md leads pour Willies and your Roſes, foz your 
mttrie Froes to make Noſegates with. 
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agine , they mean the ſigaes their Percers 
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have known a Cobler, a poz thin Cobler, out 


A meity ſportive and Delightful Diſcoucle , be- 
rween 2 young Gallant , and a curious 
conceited Lady. 


Cen. T Adie, what think you of a handſome 
man now e +. 

Lady. And a wholeſome to, Sir. 

Gent, That's as you make your bargain; a 
handſome , wholſome man then, and a kinde 
man, to ch&r up your heart, and to lie cloſe to 
cy lte p ou warm; and get two boyes at a 
birth. 

Lady, To ata birth, that's nothing Sir, 4 


of monldy ch&ſe, bzown bzead, and turnups, do 
as much as that: Me thinks a Gentleman 
ſhonld ſcozn to have a po Pechanick Cobler 7 
gut ⸗do him. ; "= 
Gent. Mhat, then you would have me gel 
two dozen at a birth, like Buttons. : 
Lady. You do well to bzag ir, but if von 
perfozm this at your marriage, then 1 will ſap, 
yon are a man {ndesd. . | 
Gent, Hun ars a merry Gentle woman 
may make a god wits. Font” 
Lady, Not fog, you Sir, foz then I mag 
thaace to get nothing: in what a tate am 1 
then dir? | 


A 4 Gent. 


Sent. But fo; all this, I know peu love to | 
pear of a good husband. 
Lad, Pon ſay true @ir.foz by my troth Jh. ve 
+ beard of none this ten years. they are ſo rare, that 
| thers are a great many longing women upon 
; Geir knees, ta pzay foz the dzopping down of + 
god husbands from heaven, becauſe there's none 
n pon earth. 
Gene, But tel me Lady, can you lobe a man? 
Lad. Pes, if the man be lovely, honeſt. and 
| modeſt. 
Gent, Then A am the man muſt make you 
A wife. 
Lad. Pon make me a wife, no Sir no. | 
Gent. Ax a wife. a wife J ſay; youneen not 
v ahamed'on it, tos its the beſt calling a wo- | 
tan come to. | 
Lad. J grant it Sir, but I mean not to be 
our wife. 

Gent. Not mine J beleive it will be the bet 
bargain thou wilt ever make in thy life. "A 
Lad. @ir,J vo belcive yon look after wealth, jo 

F 
[ 


and J mean to have one that will love and re⸗ 
ſpec me foz my vertnes. 
Sent. Wealth.yes by my froth, J muſt have 
lands, and Lo2dſhips too-Lavy. 
Lad. Cry ye mercie ir, I miſt tok vou all 
| this while, did not you (ay it was foz love. 
Sent. True, _ bs s two woꝛds to a = 
10 gain 


D.. N 
E. 


gain all the wozld ober; and if love be ane, A}, 
am ſure money is the other, elſe its no bargain 3 
pardon me Lady.J muft dine as well as (np. Þ 

Lad. ben Sir you may trie your foztune, Þ 
fo J am reſolved never to be your wire; and ſo 
' 4 . farewel- 7 
A Song fir: Maids, ; 
Aids they arc grown ſo coy of late, 
| Forſooth they will not marry, 
7 Though they be in theit teens & paſt, 
| They ſay they yet can tarry: 

But if they knew how ſweet a thing, 5%, 

It were in youth to marry, : 
They would ſell cheir-Pe:cicoats, 
>” (Smocks and af, 
Tao would tarry 
te is moſt coy of all, 
I' (he had time and leiſure, 
d ſeveral thoughts, 
pleaſure. 
Winter nights aft Jong you know, 


| 
| 
& | 
5 And bi: tet cold q wea. her, 
f 


FT Then who is fo f nad to lie alone, 

gether. 

tal woing between two 
vers. F 


When rwo may lye 


| faires, will vou eat a4 
* piece of Ginger · bꝛead: | 
Maid, You might have moze manne. 8, 02 35} 


upras NVIJIter-F 
lea moze civilitie, then to (Meat her that ne- 


ver injared you, 
Man, Scoff, nay, indeed J love yon, J bow 


A burn in love like ſome peny Faget. 1 
| Maid. pct. Winitrid fozbtd it man may I be 
lei be it: f 


| Man, Ay.and though J (ay it that ſhonld not, n 
A am affected towards you ſtrangely, there's n 
teme thing like thy (elf comes every night to 
{| my beds fide. A 
Maid. And to me eefry mo2ning, a voice ut? 
ters theſe wozds ; Matrimony, Matrimony. 
Man., ow edo Jlhake all over, and doubt 
its ſome ſpirit that would join us. 
M. Gcœdip great ones, map J beleive this alſo. 
+ Man. What not belctve, Ladis à am whol⸗- 
ie and ſolely yours, yea, moze then this; pout 
| ſervants, ſervant, KS 
Maid. Now vou contradid your ſelf Sir, ho 
tan pou be wholly mine, and pet my ſervants 
| Cervan!? v 
j 
| 


Man. J do but complement in this Ladie: 
Bat it᷑ thou canſt love me, J can love thee ;law_ 
theenow, J am rich. . 
Mai. Six, J look got after riches but the perſon, 
I muft have one that can e me, loʒ l am fo⸗ 
lich vet. 
Man. Now ſ& the luck a it Ladie, I am ſo to, 
but doubt not this neddle thall perfozm all A 


. Maid, 


ti (] 
ens 


Y 


dn, 


Maid, But riches create no lobe, by my bir 
ginitie, 1 fear von will flinch. 

Man. Be my virginitte. which is as god as 
yours, I am ſure by my virginttie, if we men 
1 have any ſuch thing as we have, J wil not flinch. 

Maid. Then foz the ti come, ron muff 
not ſo much as caſt a exe after any wo⸗ 
man but my ſell. | 
Man. Jf J do at any time, then may J loſs } 
| one of mine own efes, but ile keep the other 41 
however, 

Maid. Mell fir tlc take your wozd. 

A Sonnetin praiſe and diſpraiſe of Love, 
Ow what is Love, I will thee tell, 

; Ir is the Fountain and the Well, 

| Where pleaſure and repentance dyell ; 

And it is like a Paſſing Bell, 

{ Thattowls all in to Heaven or Hell: 

This is Love, and this is Love, [ here thee tell, 

Now what is Love, I will thee ſhow, 

A thing chat creeps where't cannot go, 

* Aptize that paſleth too and fro, 

A thing for me, a thing ſor mo; 

And he that tries ſhall finde it ſo: 

! Thisis love, and this is love, ſweet friend 1 tro. 

i A merry croſs woing , berweeen Tom the Tailor, 
| and Kate of the Kicchin, 

3 Dod mozrow Kare , foz that 1 hear 
[is your name. 


mm wet ws „„ „% „ * 
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N uptas Maſter- Piece. 5 
{ © Kate. Well habe you heard, but ſomething 
\ Hhardofhearing,they call me Katherine that talk Ct 
4 of me. K 
l Tail. Pon lie in faith foz pon are called plain 
; Kate, and bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the 
; ent@; but Kate takgghis of me fo2 thy comfozt, | 
Jam moved to woe khee fo: my wife. 
Kate. Moved, in god time, let him that mo- 

ded you hither remove you hence, A thought \ 

' your were a moveable. | 


Tail. Mhy what's a moveable 2 me 
Kate, A Joint. ſtool. we 
Tail, Right, thou haf bit it; come ſit on me to 
then. I; 


Kate. Sit on you I that J will, Afles were da 
made to bear. 
Tail. Come, come , what wil yon be angry * 
now, pon waſp 2 
Kate, If J be a waſp, then thon hadſt beſt 
debware ol m ſting, oz elſe pluck it ont. : 0 
Tail. What with my tongue in your tail; I 
not ſo Kate, J am a Gentleman. a 
Kate, A Gentlemen , what's your Coat of; T 
Arms pꝛap yon, a Cocks comb? . 
Tail. No acomesleſs Cock, ſo Kate will be 
Pen. 
e, No Yen of yours Str , you took (o like (T 
avven. \T 


- +; Fail, Nay but Kate, you mult not ik (o ſowz. F 


«pids Maſter-Piece. 


Kate, @ow2, ifs my faſhion when I ſee a 
Crab, and ſo farewel. 
Fairer then Diana,chaſter then Suſannay 
in | O let me thy tavour merit. 


de When as the Fountains, ove: flow the Mountains, 
ft, | Then ſhalt thou my love inherit. 
The greeting of a Lover to his Deareſt , aſter a 
09 | long abſence. 
bt Elcome, my beſt beloved welcom , your 


| ſight ts life's reſtozative to me, you ars 
maze welcome to me my deareſt, then day to ths 
a oz reſt to the wear tied oz gold to the mot 
te tovetons Miſer in the wozld; (ſuch is the joy 
Ifinde in your happy company : Oo that this 
6 dap ſeems to be a day of Anbil&e unto me. 
A brief Deſcription of Women. 
4! Ll you that Women love, 
11 And like the amorous trade, 
ſt Come learn of me, what Women be, 
Hud whereof they are made, 
3 /Their hands are made of Raſh, 
{Their mindes are made of Sey, 
pf: Their love is like Silk changeable, 
thſteth but a day 8 
e Their glory ſptings from Sattin, 
Their vanity from Feather, 
e \Their beauty is Stand farther off, 
Their conſcience is of Leather, 
. Pf Fuſtian's their diſcourſe, 


2 Capids Maſter Piece. 
But Canvas fits them beſt; 
Perpetuana is the ir folly, 
Their earneſt is bur jeſt. 
Their Life is Love and Idleneſs, 
Their doing is their pleaſure, - 
They lawleſs acc, yet all their ware, 
They buy by ſlanding meaſure. 
Their Fore- parts are of Rue, 
Their hinder parts of Dockes, 
Of hardeſt Braſile are their Hearts, 
Their Heads ate made of Boxe. 
Or il in plainer termes, 
Wichall you would be dealt, | 
Of Beaver ate their tender Thighes, * 14 
Their Skins are made ot Felt. 


A pleaſant Diſcoutſe between a Bridegroom 

and a Bride, on their Bridal night, 
Bridegr. Il you not come to led my de 
why do you ſo delay? come let 


belp you. 

Bride, To bed ſioæt · heart, why are you lt 
feepte 2 of + 
Bridegr. No, but I'ſhall be wozſe, if von lo 

ſad ano melancholly;comegzithee my dear 

e bed: why doeſt thon bluſh 2 let me undi 
pee, be not coy, bat (mile. 

© Bride, Alas I feel my ſelf not well my love, 
+ Bcidepr, Ats onely baſhfulnels my dear - | 


+2 - 


Sonu 
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 hozriblo thing would it be to have bozns. bz 


Cupids Maſter Piece. 


make yon wel, there's no ſach phiſick as got 
hasbands warm arms. 

Bude. Be not ſo haſfte my deareſt, we free 
not our content, there's time enough. 

Brideg. Do you then already ceaſe to love mee! 

Bride. No think not ſo, foz J do lobe es 
dearly, 

Bridegr. To bed then J ſhall gibs better cre 
dit tothes be not ſo cold a lover. 

Bride, My paſston's now ober, and now n 
deareſt J haft to thy embzaces. 

Bridegr. Welcom my comfozt and light} 
and thus J fold my arms about thee. 
Bride, Arid thus avout thee my dear "— 
twine like the female Jdie. A 5 

Bridegr, Come then let me kiſs thee, lot 
kiſs again and again, and multiply them to a 
infinite increaſe. 

Bride, Spare not. fo they are thy aun, d 

cart. 
; The gillant Sea-mans reſolution concerning. 
Marriage. 
0 W bat ſtrange paſsions tame on board u 
that J ould marte ! was J dzunk e { 
to ſay truth what can 1 do at homo note 1 


"i 


ms to Mea . 
toe hip, and all the great Tempeſts wou 
be thoug g be of mp 1 aifing and ſhouly-bg 


i F Cupids Maſter · Piece. 


tho general courſe of all Merchants: and pet 
| perhaps they are as deep in as my (elf, that's 
un comtozt. O that a Seaman ſhould lide to be 
married , what need J to have been ſhackley 
-thus with a wife , and be at charges to kep her 
Foz other mens diets, well if J were once rid ot 
this, J would never play the fol again. 
One whoſe choiſe was either to be Hanged, 

or married 
O here's che Bride, and there's the Tree, 
Take which of theſe beſt li kech thee, 
The choiſe is bad on either part, 
The Womans worſt; diive on che Cart, 
; Dick of the Country his woing of Jone of 
: | the Milk pail. 
Dick. P pꝛetty Chicken bow voeſt thou: 

{ bow fares thy body? Didſt not think 
me almoft loſt? 
Jone. J gave thee foz dead in god faith lobe, 
1d was in the humour to marry another man. 
Dick. Sure thou waſt not, thou doeſt but 
Jeff J trow. 
Jone. CTrulp J was. and could you blame me, 
it not a tozture think vou fo2 a woman to ſtaꝝ 
leben years without a husband. 
Dick. Me thinks my bꝛowes begin to bud als 
ready, they are vezy knotty; baſt thon grafted a- 
[one — us JAY ſuſped it n e 


ö 


* He — Ds Eb CN vos. n 


od 4 
1161 
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Jone. pare me, 4 pia = 


and hoarken to my counſei 4 Mis: dug them! 
art men dre tene tt inen 
ther thou writ abt 0,1! 
kg men too. 22 t om in N Focke & Dy 
and let no man ive dem.  Þþ 

Dick. Why then J ama Sache it teme: 
have not I travelied wen te good parpolee } 
but do ſo no moze, and ali ta . I 
; - Jone, It is ſo, if yon ſtay at to kepms 

warm, but if von leude me, habs at your head 
The Praiſe, aud Di ſpraiſi of Women. 
Omen, the wo of Men,cauſe of Mans fall,” 
Ycu whom Philoſophers ter ms Monſters all 
L love your Sexe, even from my heart and ſoul, -- | 
From my affections, which do boch como. 
And I would ſpend the lives of fiſcy men 
It polſlible, to praiſe you with my pen, 62 
And paint your worthbut you your ſelves do Know," 
To paint your telves better then I en ſhow r er 
B H my praifes may your favout win, | 
Ile fer you forth, and thus I will begin. 
Oxon are kinde, - _ — mau 

»d equeſive indnets, no nam can, 
@ you ter 1 me that fair u; 


We” s Maſter-Piece. 
0 es bright night, compar'd with a ſtormy day, 
Some ſay you have no vertue, but they lye, 4 
For you prove conſtant in uncopfiancy, 

i Why you are every thing; Mans whole delight, 

„ - Vipeak tor Day; let chem chat know for Night, 


ſ . 


[ j 11 \ | | 
1 — | ſimple woing ar ing of Tone of 
** The certy mple ng a d wimn 8 Jone 


i - the Cream por, by a Country Farmer, 
| Farm. NT Ay Tap; (wat pittris lore, here's 
| none but one friend (as they (ay)de- 


tres to ſpeak a cold wozd oz two with you; h:w 
20 ron vel pour (elf this froſtie mozning ? 

| Jone. What habe you to do to ask, I pzay 
vou? J ama cold. I 
„Fam. Jtſ@ms you are hot god Prs. Joe. 

; Jone. Pon lie though, J am as cold as ice; 
keel elſe. | 
q Fart, Nap yon ha cooled nip courage Jone, 
Lam paſt, I ba done feeling with you, | 
]Jone. Done with me, I do deſie you (0 I do, 
do ſap yon da done with me. 

Farm. O pon miſtake Joac, I mean not as 
ou mean: no, bzing but that Dog that wil ſay } 
I that I ever ſiruck him, oz any Cat in the town 
"| that will (wear on a Bock, that I have ſo much 
as ſet fire on their tatles. | 
j]one. Dopon love me then John? 1 
Farm. Love von, hat need you queſtion that, 

2 Iſweat as ice, burning in love: well w2 wilhe 


* 


And fighagd kiſt, as Lovers do: 


up:ds Mater Piece. > 
Jone, No haffs John to hang true volk, ſoft}. 
fire makes ſweet Malt: 
Vet John cheer up thy better Leg befora, 
This is a deed is once done, and no more. 
John. And then *cis done for ever, as they ſays 
For each man hath his hour, each dog his day. 
Ile get my leather dublet new fozbuſht, ons 
apatr of wiſps to ſwaddle my legs. foz wo un 
dancs on that day ſurs , and who can dance 
Bots ? 


1 
| 


Jon, Even as you liſt good John, A m a 1 
yours, as they ſay. iÞ 
Thus can Country Swain-lings wo, al 


And expres as hot their deſite; 
Live to love, and love to prove, | 
Height and heat of Cupids fite. 
Aad a Silibub they 'I make, 3 
While cho ir Lovers ſue and ſeek T 
For their love; and do perrake, | 
Ofthe bliſs that all do ſeek. 
AM Day Soug. 
YOme fit we under yonder tree, 
Where merry as the Maids well be; 
For to ſpin out the thrid of Sands, 
Playing ac Queſtions and Commands, 
Oc tell hat range tricks love can do, 
By quickly wa king one of t]ͤ d. 
Next we will act bow lovers woe, 


„ dd. Cum er. 

| And tall of Brides, and who "IR" — 
That Wedding Smock. that Bridall Cake 
Wbat Pocfics for our Wedding Rings, 
What Gioves wel give, and Ribonings: | | N 
Tbus having talkt, we' next Commend, | 

A Kiss or two, and ſo we'l end. 

1 To profenc:4 pair of Ge. 

<Q Jen daign to draw — tair eta wan 
8 en yon wear them my being Heads * 
8 Ae ar your appointment. Would that Love, 
power) would change me ton Glove: 
[You fair hand then ſhould ever more he kiſt. 
nd I would ever dwell about your HD. 


I 
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An amorous C ment between a eng” 
1 Man, and a beautiful Dames). 
[Oent. QuMtet Ladte, being weunded by * | 
eantis, I acknawtedge it a mertie 11 


u kill me not. 

laid, Sie, tboub l an not gailte of offence, 
t rather then J Wiki de acremmted a murthe- / 
r, I will tude to pzeſerve-ſo ſweet a mate 
s pour ſelf. 

Gent. Faireſt than J tel you, N mut lobs you, 
Maid. 1 ſes wo neceTitte that I Goulp lobe 
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was. 
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| ] and pay pon in a full harveſt of content: but mi⸗ 


1 


18 


A | 1 wondte us fair > Bur I do ſee, . 
die is too fait, too ſineet for me. 


4 
| 


s Maſter-Picee. 


'® * and rule, all my — obeying and . 
nouring vou as their Queen. 
Maid. But who can (ce this heart you boalk ate 
Gene, Alas it's eafie fog your cies to pierce 
into, but your frowns make if-fcem cold: Buer 
| make (6 pours , end you ſhalt ſee it fpz{pg, and 


Fake not. J ſay my heart is cold;not my l ©}; 
© Maid, Aud pet your lobs is from-your Yoart þ 
1 warrant. 

Gent. I ſay my heart is cold, but vat mp hog 
| {sfervent ill, beſides my heart is not u | 
| but yours, you habe it: and while you hade ii, if” 
| E 
 (tbut vs cold? 

| Maid. Mell @ir,notwithfanding vent rhe» 
Gozick, I Holl withont any ark at all give von 
anal anfiner ; Paar ſate is bopeleſs: Ando 


The Young Mts Sonnet. 


Juſt as che Sun m thinks. I ſee her face, 
Which I ruſt gaze upon, but not embrace, 
So ſure tig beavens pleaſure He ſhould be ho 
As — — again, as ſtit was lent, 
yp we would hope for blifs, = 
rophane her with a mortal * AED 


cold my Love doth grow, ho f 


4 


8: 


— 
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'y So doth my Ague Love torment by tune, | | 


7 Phil. 


| laqzeht with diſdain. it fites fo; eaſe to your Rv | 


end if yon can, teach it the hardneſs of yanr own. 


dea kence to my boneur. 


| there Sno Wolf ncer ? 1 


— — —_ 
ba 
* — 


Capids Maſter · Piece. 
O how I love her, how I love her not. 


As now it treez? 5, now again it burnes. 
Coridon and Phi!l d, the Shepheard and the 
She pheardeſs. | | 
Pepheard why do pen follow che ſhaw 
How can J but follow ſweet. when 
heart is with you. 
Phil. With me, tell me then where and hoy 
4 ſhall reſtoze it. 
Cor. At hangs upon pour eies and being there 


ſe lips, but b:ing beaten thence alſo by your | 
barſh denials , fain would it come here foz har 
bour ; foz pittie then (fair Nimph) receibe it, | 


Phil; Well then if my heart be ſo hard as you 
make it, it glads me that its ſtrong enough to 


Cor. What the ſheep to be guarded , when 


Phil, Can the ſheep be ſafe when there is a 
Dog of pier within , J cannot cherich in my | 
vzeaſt,the man that would wꝛong my chaſtitte. 

Cor, Then cheriſh me, who never attempted 


to calf the leaſt ſpot on your white innocence. 
Phil. Th moꝛe fol you , perhaps if pow had, | 
it needed nit to have come to this. 


Cor. Pes, you may re member, alti | 13 | 


| 


\ we matrimonte it, 1 know thou doteſt on my | 


0 1 Hou art a bꝛave wench Rebeccz,tomie | 


? 


bz as IVIaiter- Mice. 


Phil. Well Shepheard,lok you never on me 
moze, fo2 J cannot love at all; oz if at all, bu 
you let this ſuffice you. | 

Cor, © this vitrags me moze: but ſince my | 
pꝛeſence cffends you, 1 muſt obcy: but when! 
am dead the Murtir of pour beantte, if 1 thought | 
you would (hed one pz tear on my untimely 
grave. and ſay I was unfoztunate, fo lobe whers 
might not be loved again, my aſhes wouldüns 
reſt ; Andfarewel the falreſt, but vet the cruci⸗ 

left Shepheardels altve. 
T he delicate woing berween Oliver and 
Rebecca. "FT 


biſs me: wilt thou be a Ladie ? 

Rebec. Sir, 1 have no ſuch ambitton, | 

Oliv, Ile buy thes a Parrat to mozrow and 1 

a Ponkep here take this Ring. x 
Rebec, Pzay keep it, and let me tell you my 

minde. | 
Obv. And ile tell thee then, ! know th lo- 

veſt me; and pzithee teil me plainly, when | 


god parts.ſpeak,dolf not? pʒithæ be nat baſhfnl.. 
Rebec. Then know 2 do not love pon. 
Oliv. Then J have loſt all my labour. 
Aecbec; 3; queſt ion not but it will appear ſs, {| 
A. I muſt tell von the frath ; 1 cannot love you : 
,- and lot this ſuffice you. ; 


Cuprds Mal of 
| This Song is ber praiſe. 
| | T. ys which tet my tandes all on fire, 


Theſecriſped Hairs which held my heart in 
„ Thar daincy Hand that conquers my defire (chaing 
| þ That W which of my beacidoth hold the reines, 
O Eyes, chat pierce out eyes withoue temorſe, 
Ottert, of worth to wear u royal crown, 
1 Oed, that conquers more then Ca ſars force, 
= O Wir, chac tutti the world even upſide down: 
Then Love be judge, what heart can thee wichfiand; 
1 Such Eys,fuch Hair, ſuch Wit, and ſuch a Hand. 

A Letter roma Home ſpun Lover. 
Eareſt Duckling, be it known unto you. 
1 and to all men;that J have piſt blond tha 4 
dates and thzee nixhts fince J laſt (aw pon, and 

receives that unwomauly anſiver from gout ' 
winde Cupid fozgtve vou foz Yam utterly ua. 
done by you. + 4 
| Here fcllowes heit woing. 9 
F Clow. Jug, how do l lobe thee : ? 
1 Nay, c don knowett beſt, but 1 kar 1 10 
1 never die withioving you. 
Clow, No jus, but J warrant thun wouldt 
it thou bad t bet a bit of me. 

Jug. P2ay why ſhould you think ſo:did you e / 
der foe ma tatt᷑ a ſheeps ete at yon?0; did my noſe 
bled in pour canpante? And as ſhe ſpake ic blec 

Clow. Bow noi Jug, who's in iobenow ? 


Jeg. Not Aupon my 


„ 


— 


— 
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